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N  t be  world  of  knowledge,  the  essen¬ 
tial  Forrp  of  Good  is  the  lirpit  of  our 
inquiries,  82  can  barely  be  perceiyed ; 
but  when  perceiyed,  we  cannot  help 
concluding  that  it  is  in  eyery  case  tbe 
source  of  all  tbat  is  bright  82  beauti¬ 
ful,— in  tbe  yisible  world  giying  birtb 
to  light  and  its  rp aster,  and  in  the  ip~ 
tellectual  world  dispensing;  irprpedi- 
ate^y  82  with  full  authority,  truth  and 
reason  5  82  that  wbosoeyer  would  act  wisely,  either  inpriyate 
or  in  public,  rpust  set  this  Forrp  of  Good  before  his  eyes." 

—Plato’s  Republic,  Book  YII. 


THAT  WE  SHOW  FORTH  THY  PRAISE,  NOT  ONLY 
WITH  OUR  LIPS  BUT  IN  OUR  LIVES,  BY  GIVING 
UP  OURSELVES  TO  THY  SERVICE. 


Dear  God,  I  bless  Thee  for  rr?y  pagan  soul ! 

So  n?ay  I  guard  tby  gift  of  self-coptrol. 

Dear  God,  if  I,  interpreting  arigbt, 

Haye  gained,  by  Thee,  son?e  gift  of  second  sight, 
If  with  t be  eye  of  nature  I  have  seen 
Tby  glory  yisioned  forth  ib  forests  green; 

Or  in  the  purple  splendour  of  the  sea 
Beheld,  or  felt,  deep  utterance  of  Thee, 

If  in  each  tiny  life,  each  tender  flower, 

If  in  the  stray  note  of  each  n?used  hour, 

In  the  deep  friendship*  or  the  yeiled  eye, 

Or  the  rpute  glance  of  bin?  who  passetb  by 
Thou  speakest  to  n?e,  tl?en  do  I  confess 
To  know  nor  sin*  bor  pain,  nor  ugliness  j 
And,— for  the  part  is  greater  than  the  whole,— 
Great  God,  I  praise  Thee  for  n?y  pagan  soul ! 
bt 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  BUILDERS  OF  THE  CITY  OF 
THE  SUN. 


STROPHE.  What  shall  I  sipg? 

ANTISTROPHE.  Oh,  sipg  of  Greece, 

Apd  ip  the  illurpipatipg  peace 
Of  rperpory  wakened  frorp  dead  pair? 

Bid  her  great  life  arise  agaip. 

Let  Sophodeap  yoices  sweep 
Her  soupdless  theatres  where  they  keep 
Lopg  silepce,  let  the  tpazed  poise 
Apd  plaudits  of  Athepiap  boys 
Leap  opce  agaip  to  life  apd  fire $ 

Let  your  pote  bripg  the  eye's  desire 
The  blue  clear  sky,  the  hot  sup  throwp 
Ip  shipipg  bars  o'er  Pbidiap  stope, 

The  ipunpur  of  Hyipettap  bees, 

The  silyer  rede  of  Socrates, 

The  white  soil  apd  the  olive  bush 
Of  glorious  Attica,  her  ease, 

Her  grace,  her  grapdeur,  apd  the  rush 
Of  her  great  life  j— Oh,  sipg  of  Greece, 

Apd  bid  all  other  tpusic  cease. 

STROPHE. 

The  past  is  past.  New  life,  pew  sopg, 

New  spripg  shall  speed  tpy  world  alopg. 
The  earth,  the  liyipg  earth  for  ipe, 

Apd  greep  thipgs  buddipg  epdlessly, 

Apd  stirripg  fields  ere  yet  the  fire 
Of  spripg  hath  paled  her  first  desire, 

Apd  greep  lapes  wipdipg  to  the  sea, 

Apd  apple  buds,  apd  zpipstrelsy 
Of  uphanped  birds,  'ipid  boughs  that  twist 
Their  roseate  blossotps  through  the  tpist 
Of  Epglisb  orchards.— Bid  rpe  tell 
Of  what  I  loye  so  passipg  well. 


ANTISTROPHE. 

Of  what  you  loye  7  Nay  tupe  the  sopg 
To  Italy,  apd  let  her  strong 
Orchestral  loyelipess  reyeal 
Tbe  beauty  we  but  coldjy  feel. 

Bid  but  tbe  Tuscan  garths  eptwipe 
Our  brows  witb  blossoips  of  ber  yipe ; 
Apd,  courtiers  of  ber  rarest  days, 

Sipg  we  soipe  Moptefeltro's  praise 
As  routed  bis  splendid  board  we  stated 
Witb  pipe  apd  lute  apd  yiol  ip  bapd, 

Or  frorp  soipe  classic,  crirpsop-boupd, 
Jewelled  apd  silyer~clasped,  expoupd 
Ap  apciept  tale  of  lore  apd  craft 
At  which  Boccaccio  ipigbt  baye  laughed,— 
Tbe  loyelier  witb  its  treasure-troye 
Of  stipgless  death  or  deathless  loye, 

Of  Rorpap  gardeps,  Maptuap  gloorps, 

Of  heroes,  palaces,  apd  torpbs, 

Of  seas  apd  sireps,  stars  apd  ships, 

As  fallipg  frorp  Italiap  lips. 

Bripg  Bice  to  ipcarpadipe 
The  cheeks  of  her  pale  Floreptipe. 

Or  let  our  chorus  through  the  dirp 
Warrp  twilight  cbapt  the  yesper  byn)p 
That  sipks  just  as  the  cloister-latch 
Uplifts,  apd  breathlessly  we  watch 
The  grey  robe  of  St.  Frapcis  pass 
Across  the  shadowed  wall !— Alas, 

F or  all  that  ipep  have  dreaiped !  Ah  ipe ! 
What  loyelier  rpusic  cap  there  be?— 

Sipg,  sipg  to  us  of  Italy! 

Bid  through  the  blue  of  her  far  skies 
The  goldep  haloed  Christ  arise 
To  stir  agaip,  who  loved  bin)  so, 

The  soul  of  Fra  Apgelico, 

So  rpay  the  wakipg  past  redress 
The  fault  of  our  forgetfulpess. 
b  2 
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STROPHE. 

The  past  is  past  ;  t be  dead  their  dead  I 
Reviye  the  blossorp  tbat  is  shed  ? 

Cap  yop  dead  joy  be  disipterred  ? 

Ip  life  rpy  sopg  is  charactered, 

Ip  life,  ip  life,  apd  oply  here 
Ip  Epglapd  at  the  opepipg  year, 

Wbep  with  fresh  joy  tbe  youpg  pulse  beats, 
Wbep  ip  her  epdless  youtb  she  greets 
Tbe  herald  spripg,  as  greep  apd  quick 
Apd  xnasterful,  be  stoops  to  prick 
Tbe  sorpbre  purple  of  her  woods 
Witb  besitatipg  leaf;  where  xpoods 
Of  yaryipg  voice  the  hedgerows  stir 
Frorp  wakepipg  b^tp  to  fathered  Mr  5 
Greep-drearpipg  tepdrils  striye  to  reach 
The  blacktborp  blossoipipg  through  the  beech 
Whose  browp  arxps  wait  the  fuller  spripg; 
Where  pew  coipe  cuckoos  croopipg  sipg 
Axpopg  the  thickets  where  they  bide, 

By  wizeped  oaks  that  lipgeripg,  chide 
The  soft  epcbaptrpept  of  the  sup. 

Epglapd!  whose  April  yoice  is  ope 
Itppassioped  byftW  of  wakepipg  praise ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Nay,  if  a  livipg  sopg  you  sipg, 

Tbep  wake  a  lustier,  larger  spripg, 

Tbep  herald  the  great  West  with  *pe, 

Its  wilder,  fuller  tpelody, 

The  life-coippellipg  hopes  that  thropg 
Its  pszaps  of  Whittpapic  sopg, 

The  destipy  uptazped  as  yet 
Of  yop  fpad  world  that  seeks  to  set 
A  hazard  op  forgetfulpess, 

Stakipg  the  past,  to  but  express 

Force  upkpowp  towards  ap  upkpowp  goal ; 
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T he  thousand  changes  of  the  soul 
Of  rpap  through  deep  experience  ; 

The  thousand  chances  of  the  sense; 

The  wild  antithesis  that  rpocks 
The  reeling  truth  with  paradox; 

The  neryous  strain  of  twenty  races; 

The  sensitive,  quick,  upturned  Sees, 

Type  of  a  hundred  types  that  shine 
One  in  an  Ayerage  divine. 

STROPHE. 

I  sing  of  Ens^nd,  at  whose  feet 
In  one  tnajestic  triurnph  n?eet 
Future  and  past,  of  England  where 
Her  children?  heayen^blest,  prepare 
In  pious  plenitude  to  grace 
The  Treasure  Ternple  of  the  race  ; 

Of  England  in  her  aureole 
Of  ocean  grandeur,  whence  the  soul 
Drawn  forth  by  sorpe  diviner  will 
Of  ceaseless  loye,  is  labouring  still 
At  the  great  loon)  the  Lord  hath  planned 
To  honour  this  His  chosen  land; 

And  of  his  chosen  folk  whorn  her 
Impelling  power  xpakes  ipinister, 

Strong?  silent  ones  that  coine  to  bless 
This  life  with  loye  and  graciousness, 

And  gentle  rpanners  that  equip 
Her  boyhood's  sons  with  rulership? 

Her  of  the  great  wornb  froin  whose  throes 
That  wistful  western  Concord  rose 
In  full  forgiying  heart  of  grace 
To  greet  the  rnother  of  the  race, 

The  England  whence  Mount  Vernon  sprang? 
Where  Eyeleigh  wrought?  where  Chaucer  sang— 
Ay,  here  beneath  her  solernn  skies 
My  City  of  the  Sun  shall  rise; 

^3 
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Here  it)  her  goldet)  past,  or  far 
Ahead  where  her  Utopias  are, 

For  hearts  that  feel,  at)d  souls  that  fit)d 
Their  actual  life  withit)  the  n)ii)d, 

The  it)t)er  life  yet  scarce  begut), 

Here  stands  n)y  City  of  the  Sut) ! 

CHORUS  OF  THE  BUILDERS. 

Cotprades,  our  City  of  the  Sut) ! 

A  quest  ut)fout)d,  a  joy  upwot)  $ 

Ay,  here  it)  Et)glat)d  shall  it  rise 
Beneath  her  gr oy  at)d  solen)t)  skies, 

F ar  it)  her  goldei)  past,  or  far 
Ahead  where  her  Utopias  are, 

For  hearts  that  feel,  at)d  souls  that  fit)d 
Their  it)t)er  life  withit)  the  rt)ii)d, 

The  it)t)er  life  yet  scarce  begut), 

Here  stai)ds  our  City  of  the  Sut) ! 
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THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  FORESTER. 


"There  be  sorpe  who  say  bow  upto  ipap  it  is  givep  at  whiles 
to  haye  two  yoices,fhe  ope  speakipgplaip  8?  coiprpoptbipgs, 
fhc  other  seep  ip  Gw  eye  rather  tbap  heard  5  orupderstapded 
ip  ipusic,  ip  prophecy,  or  such  like  rapture.  It  was  a  yoice  of 
this  pote  our  boy  pripce  heard  that  day  wbep  rapgipg  the 
greep  woods  alope  he  did  fall  ip  with  that  sarpe  forester.''— 
Frorp  ap  old  pastoral  roipapce. 

THE  PRINCE.  Who's  there? 

THE  FORESTER.  The  day's  greetipg  to  you,  strapger ! 

"The  soul  by  soipe  stropg  force  hath  cloyep 
Her  ipstapt  pathway  to  the  light ! " 

THE  PRIN  CE.  Strapger  the  like  to  you ! 

"Gerp  payed  apd  doiped,  apd  strapgely  woyep 
Of  rpoop~lit  yaultipg  silyer  dight.'' 

THE  FORESTER.  The  sup  strikes  warn? ! 

"Drawp  by  soipe  ipper  recogpitiop 
Of  far-off  origips  of  thipgs,” 

THE  PRINCE.  Yes:- 

"  She  speeds  upto  her  first  copditiop 
With  soupdless  upiippeded  wipgs.” 

THE  PRESTER.  I  could  stay  for  hours  watchipg  fine  sup. 

"Swift  as  the  flight  of  thought  she  bears  us 
To  ope  awaitipg  us  afar, 

Apd  gloriously  she  prepares  us 
To  sbipe  where  the  irprportals  are.'' 

THE  PRINCE.  What  bripgs  you  to  this  wild  place  ? 

"The  questiops  that  we  ask  we  apswer, 

For  lo,  ip  search  of  what  she  loyes— '' 
b  4 
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THE  FORESTER.  Me?  I  dwell  here,  the  trees  82  flowers 
are  ipy  brothers  apd  sisters,  apd  the  birds  apd  beasts  of  the 
forest  rpy  care,  apd— 

“  Eyer  like  soipe  swift  circlipg  dapcer 
The  soul  speeds  inwards  as  she  ipoyes.” 

THE  PRINCE.  Apd  what? 

THE  FORESTER.  I  kpow  pot,  82  if  I  did,  I  do  pot  kpow 
you  well  epougb  to  say ! 

THE  PRINCE.  Why  so,  I  would  pot  reipaip  upkpowp  ? 

THE  FORESTER.  What  a  strapge  apd  beautiful  cloak  is 
that  you  wear! 

THE  PRINCE.  Y ou  like  the  eipbroidery  ?  They  were  apt 
apd  loyipg  fipgers  that  fasbioped  it.  But  say,  is  it  tbe  splep- 
dour  of  ipy  cloak  tbat  bidders  your  speakipg  to  ipe?  Will 
you  pot  wear  it?  Let  ipe  set  it  op  your  shoulders.  It  looks 
well  op  you  5— apd  pow,  tell  ipe  what  you  are  searcbipg,  for 
you  seen?  as  ope  searcbipg  for  soipetbipg. 

THE  FORESTER.  I— 

THE  PRINCE.  Yes,  surely  you  follow  sorpe  quest? 

THE  FORESTER.  Ip  truth,  I  fapcied  I  heard  a  yoice ! 

THE  PRINCE.  A  yoice!  I  too— bow  strapge! 

THE  FORESTER.  A  voice  that, —pay  I  baye  pot  flue  words 
to  tell  you. 

THE  PRINCE.  Ob,  tell  ipe  what  it  said  to  you  ? 

THE  FORESTER.  It  was  for  ipe  alope  :— 

11  Ob,  that  the  word  our  fapcy  fipds  us 
Could  tell  the  topgue  what  it  bath  dope ! 99 

THE  PRINCE.  Nay! 

u  Mutely  rebukipg,  it  reipipds  us, 

I,  you,  the  world  of  loye  are  ope.” 


THE  FORESTER.  Ob;  that  these  forests  of  ipipe  could 
interpret  it:  it  called  to  ipe  front)  the  deeps,  front)  the  deeps, 
apd  as  it  called,  all  life  grew  rbytbtpic 

"My  forest  trees  were  ai)gel  choirs, 

Ii)  rapged  orders  proud  to  sipg 
The  burdei)  of  old.  earth's  desires, 

Her  love,  her  pride,  her  tbar)ksgivii)g. 

"  Ai)d  ip  their  cbapt  the  yoice  grew  clearer, 

Like  eyepipg  colours  ip  the  sky, 

That  all  epfoldipg  yield  a  pearer 
Illusiye  radiapce  as  they  die. 

"The  apgel  choirs  tpade  proclan)atiop 
Of  God’s  huipapity  ip  ipe, 

Life,  sapg  they,  is  ope  celebratiop, 

Ope  host,  ope  loye,  ope  rpystery. 

"  Opward,  they  cried,  the  ipoipept  waits  you, 
Take  apd  create,  for  pow  you  liye, 

God  to  his  purpose  copsecrates  you, 

He  gave,  your  gift  reipaips  to  give. 

"  I  took,  apd  of  its  deep  desire 
The  soul  did  kpow  itself  divipe, 

Illuipiped  with  poetic  fire, 

The  ipoipept  apd  the  choice  were  ipipe.” 

Great,  oh  great  is  God, who  hath  giyepipusic  to  be  the  wipgs 
of  the  soul  of  ipap ! 


THE  PRINCE.  Ay,  apd  you  took  your  ipoipept,  for  ip  it 
caipe  I,  apd  the  yoice  of  destipy  that  sapg  ipe  to  you,  also 
sapg  you  to  ipe.  To  ipe  fhe  yoice  spoke  of  the  glory  8?  bopour 
apd  splepdour  of  life,  of  its  triuippbs  apd  beautiful  tbipgs, 
apd  of  the  yieldipg  apd  passipg  of  those  tbipgs. 
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“The  elders  of  rpy  revelatiop, 

Etppurpled  kipgs  with  orb  apd  scroll, 
Sapg, '  Life  is  ope  repupciatiop/ 

Apd  bowed  ip  bopour  to  the  soul. 

“They  sapg  Huipapity’s  copfessiop, 

That  bopour  stapds  to  Ope  alope, 

Apd  art  apd  wealth  apd  great  possessiop 
Were  cast  like  crowps  before  the  tbrope. 

"  Apd  all  ipy  cities  rose  ip  chorus, 

With  bapds  uplift  apd  hearts  to  beayep, 
'The  goldep  path  upfolds  before  us, 

To  us  the  uptroddep  way  is  giyep ! 

"  '  What  each  great  age  of  ipap  bath  builded, 
What  it  created,  loved,  belieyed, 

Liyes  but  by  what  the  Spirit  filled  it, 

Apd  yields  but  what  it  erst  received ! 1 

"  Apd  to  their  ebapt  respopsiye  voices 
Woke  the  lopg  years  our  fathers  trod, 

'Old  Tirpe/  they  sapg,  'ip  us  rejoices, 

Apd  youpger  grows,  the  pearer  God/  ” 


Let  the  world  iparvel  thereat,  let  her  shake  her  grey  locks 
with  the  joy  of  the  rpusic,for  this  day  haye  I  prophesied,  for 
this  day  haye  I  foupd  a  treasure  $  titpe  cappot  take  frotp  rpe, 
por  rpay  apytbipg  created  rob  ipe  of  the  joy  of  rpy  fipdipg. 
Ah  ipe,  how  loyely  is  the  earth ! 
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BERNARD  OF  MORLAIX  AND  THE  SPIRIT  OF 
APOLLO. 


THE  CHANT  OF  THE  DISTANT  PRIESTS. 

Miserere!  Miserere! 

THE  SINGERS.  STROPHE. 

What  is  this  I  bear,  ipy  corprade,  ip  tb e  silepce  of  the  city- 
far  away? 

Is  the  old  world  dyipg  slowly,  pitifully  cbapgipg  to  a 
pewer  day? 

Tell  ipe,  I  arp  listepipg,  bark,  ipterpret— wake  tberp  ff orp  a 
world  of  tbipgs  up  seep 

Ipto  our  sweet  life,  apd  tell  rpe  wbat  these  dark  82  lipgeripg 
Misereres  ipeap. 

THE  PRIESTS.  Miserere!  Miserere! 

THE  SINGERS.  ANTISTROPHE. 

Miserere, corprades  of  a  Crucified,  frorp  far  away  82  lopg  ago, 
Tbey  are  tellipg,  of  a  Christ  who  died  for  rpapkipd,  apd 
whose  heritage  of  woe 

Mother  Church  ipust  guard  apd  cherish;  yieldipg  upre- 
ipittipg  ward  apd  heed, 

Or  the  world  be  lost,  the  geperatiops  perish;  apcborless, 
without  a  creed. 

THE  PRIESTS.  Miserere!  Miserere! 

STROPHE.  Do  they  sipg  the  soul,  ipy  cotprade,  that  the 
Christ  I  loye  opce  carpe  op  earth  to  saye? 

ANTISTROPHE.  If  the  soul  be  syipboled  ip  the  stored 
treasures  Mother  Church  her  cbildrep  gaye ! 

STROPHE.  Do  they  sipg  the  soul,  tpy  corprade,  that  hath 
rpade  ipe  what  I  kpow  I  aip,  diyipe? 

ANTISTROPHE.  If  the  soul  be  dead,  apd  sapetified,  apd 
tbroped  apd  jewelled  ip  the  sbripe. 
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THE  PRIESTS.  Miserere! 

STROPHE.  What  is  it  they  call,  n?y  comrade,  in  their 
burden  of  old  sorrows,— l?ush?  *tis  strange! 

ANTISTROPHE.  Meaningless!  sorpe  old  world  warning 
lost  in  long  ago  in  life,  in  tin?e,  in  change. 

THE  PRIESTS.  Miserere!  Miserere! 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  PREACHER. 

Ye  write  rpy  Gospels  in  gold  on  purple  of  Pergan?entun?,  8S 
ye  leaye  rpy  poor  standing  at  the  gate— ! 

STROPHE.  Sure  the  gospel  gifts  are  giyen  unto  then?  that 
do  fulfil  the  life  they  liye  :— 

ANTISTROPHE.  Apd  for  the  poor, the  poor  are  they  who 
know  to  loye— and  laying?  know  the  way  to  give. 

STROPHE.  Nay,  but  shall  the  earth  receive  then?,  shall 
the  gloon?-like  God  they  call  to  heed  their  prayers? 

ANTISTROPHE.  Yea,  if  loye  be  not  in?n?ortal,  nor  our 
God  of  life  and  light  the  san?e  as  theirs ! 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  PREACHER. 

The  lily  crown  in?perial  bows  her  head  in  constant  sorrow 
of  the  Passion?  but  the  perfun?ed  pride  8?  splendour  of  your 
gardens  stands  an  eyerlasting  protest  to  your  God ! 

THE  PRIESTS.  Miserere! 

STROPHE.  Nay,  our  God  has  giyen  the  rose  and  lillied 
gardens,  in  which  once  his  dear  flet  trod. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Hush!  and  rpark  the  strange,  wild  in~ 
vocation  that  they  hyn?n  i*)  pleading  to  their  God! 

THE  PRIESTS.  Hora  noyissin?a,  ten?pora  pessin?a  sunt? 

yigilen?us ! 

STROPHE.  Nay,butyour  God  who  has  liyed  in  fhe  beauty 
of  earth  shall  redeen?  us  $ 


THE  PRIESTS.  Ecce  mipaciter,  injnjirjet  arbiter,  ille  su- 
premus! 

ANTISTROPHE.  Is  be  so  steri)  ar)d  implacable  but  for 
our  six)  to  esteem  us  ? 

THE  PRIESTS.  Immmet,  imipmet,  ut  mala  termmet  ae~ 
qua  corox)et,— 

STROPHE.  Whom  shall  be  crowi),  but  bis  sor)S  wbo  baye 
loyed  bin)  ai)d  glory  to  owi)  it? 

THE  PRIESTS.  Recta  remur)eret,  ai)xia  liberet,  aetbera 
doi)et. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Or  whom  reward  but  tbe  cbildrer)  that 
liye  by  bis  rule  ai)d  baye  sbowi)  it? 

THE  PRIESTS.  Auferataspera,duraque,poi)deramer)tis 
oi)ustae:— 

STROPHE.  Freed  shall  the  soul  be  that's  boi)est  ar)d  stal¬ 
wart,  self~cei)tred  ai)d  trusty ! 

THE  PRIESTS.  Sobriamui)iat,improbapur)iat,utraque 
justae. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Justice  abidetb  ai)d  just  is  His  law,  as  it 
moyetb  so  must  He. 

THE  PRIESTS.  Miserere!  Miserere! 

STROPHE.  Oi)ce  agair),  what  is  the  sorrow,  that  they  call 
to  us  from  their  remoter  time  ? 

ANTISTROPHE.  Sorrow  lost,  forgottei),  comrade, merely 
meai)t  to  muse  oi)  it)  some  stretched  rhyme— 

STROPHE.  Nay, bush! 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  PREACHER. 

The  heather)  are  come  ix)to  mme  ii)beritar)ce,  my  temple 
baye  they  defiled,  my  city  baye  they  made  at)  heap  of  stor)es 
— ar)dyetyesir)g! 
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THE  PRIESTS.  Miserere! 


CHORUS. 

Apd  yet  we  sipg,  as  we  baye  supg 
Through  three  thousand  years  of  tirpe! 
Earth's  greet)  woodpotes,  ipadjy  flupg 
Frorp  the  spripg^s  pipe,  for  us,  the  your)g, 
For  us,  who  liye  the  life  j— who  loye. 
Hopour  be  to  bin?  aboye, 

Hin?  of  the  goldep  pipe,  sublitpe 
Of  beaveply  ipusic,  wreathed  ai?d  strui?g, 
With  the  sweetest  flowers  of  sprii?g, 
Droppipg  bopey  $  hear  us  sipg ! 

So  shall  your  sere  thought  grow  din?, 

F or  we  baye  liyed  the  life  of  Greece, 

We  baye  kpowp  the  loye  of  Hin)— 

This  Christ  of  yours  ai?d  ours— who  gaye 
His  life  for  then?  He  can?e  to  saye. 

Bid  your  Misereres  cease, 

Bid  your  tpourpipg  ebapts  baye  dope. 

We  ebapt  here  a  fuller  close  :— 

Your  God  apd  ours  n?ade  the  rose, 

Your  God  apd  ours  gaye  the  sup. 


THE  CLOCK  OF  ST.  MARY'S  IN  WHITECHAPEL: 

AN  IMPRESSION  IN  RHYME  OF  THE  INVERTED 
CITY. 

SWIFT  rattle,  store?,  rattle,  steaip,  rattle  apd  jog, 

Apd  the  clock  of  St.  Mary's  swings  high  ip  the  f6g. 

Dusk! 

The  cold  storipy  dusk  of  a  ipisty  unrest 
Sits  apd  broods  ip  a  blood  red  ipist  oyer  the  west, 

Apd  the  drearp  of  a  day  dope  apd  eyer  begup 
Frets  op  as  tbe  gas  jets  spripg  up  ope  by  ope. 

A  dreaip pay,  a  fierce  sepse  of  red  facts  that  glean?, 
Dapger  lights,  flyipg  out  through  the  fog's  sbiftipg  streaip. 
The  horse,  hot  with  stearp,  trottipg  slow  by  the  flags, 

The  traffic's  dark  searp,  apd  the  stepch?  apd  the  rags  $ 

The  screatp  of  the  ipatch  boy,  the  yelp  of  the  dog, 

Apd  the  clock  of  St.  Mary's  up  high  i P  the  fog. 

Swift  rattle,  steaip,  rattle,  storip,  rattle  apd  jog, 

Apd  the  clock  of  St.  Mary's  up  there  ip  the  fog, 

Apd  dowp  here  a  life !— did  we  opce  see  the  sky  7 

Or  are  trees,  clouds,  apd  supligbt  tbipgs  lost  apd  gope  by  ? 

The  clapg  of  the  aspbalte,  the  swift  swaripy  poise, 

The  trill  of  the  orgap,  the  wbistlipg  of  boys, 

The  curse,  apd  the  waptop's  lewd  call  as  it  seryes 
To  grate  op  the  cultured  philapthropist's  peryes, 

The  gush  of  the  parsop,  the  capt  of  the  pew, 

The  dead.  byn?p,  the  thick  pasal  twapg  of  the  Jew, 

The  horseplay,  the  brawl,  the  clay  pipe,  apd  the  ebapee 
Of  a  dapee,  aproped  elbows  that  itch  for  a  dapee 
Ip  the  gutter,  the  alley  of  hot,  buipap  breath? 

It  bripgs  back  old  teaebipgs,— old  dapees  of  death. 

Steaip,  rattle,  stonp,  rattle,  swift  rattle  apd  jog, 

Apd  the  clock  of  St.  Mary's  yibrates  ip  the  fog. 

Cap  they  see,  cap  they  feel,  are  they  ipoutbless,  ipert? 

Must  the  light  eyer  trail  oyer  lopg  leagues  of  dirt? 
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Duipb,  duipb,  ip  the  ipidst  of  tbis  great  Babel,  duipb,— 

Yet  the  cry  of  all  tirpe  is,  they  corpe,  still  they  coipe. 

Try  thou  ip  tbc  storip  stress,  apd  I  will  apd.  I, 

Mapy  try  for  tbc  light, —still  tbcy  corpe,  is  tbc  cry. 

To  wbat  epd,  to  wbat  epd,— were  tbc  spirit  let  free, 

Is  it  birtb  tbroes  of  soipetbipg  orgapic  to  be, 

Or  tbe  puipb,  rottipg  blight  of  a  capcer  tbat  breeds 
Op  durpb  uglipess,  bleeds  as  it  grows,  as  it  feeds  ? 

Speed,  rattle,  steaip,  rattle,  storip,  rattle  apd  jog, 

Apd  St.  Mary’s  clock  orapge  apd  red  ip  tbe  E>g ! 

I  watched  ip  the  gatberipg  grey  of  the  pigbt 
A  lad  yearp  with  large  straipipg  eyes  for  tbc  light, 

Apd  I  felt  the  ditp  glory  of  past  ages  swiip 

Like  a  dark  pbaptorp  dosipg  apd  wipdipg  roupd  him* 

Mep  are  borp  to  iipagipej  tbep  let  the  soul  free 
To  spell  out  the  sepse  of  its  owp  rpystery. 

Moveipept,  ipoyerpept,  eipotiop,  rpoyeipept,  ipoyeipept,  85  strife, 
Op  ap  oceap  of  death  the  coptortiops  of  life ! 

Moods,  ipoods  apd  eipotiop,  ipoods,  ipoods,  apd  the  sepse 
Of  a  great  power  srpittep  with  irppotepce! 

Apd  God,  as  be  broods  o’er  the  worlds,  apd  exudes 
Yiyid  pbaptoips  of  thought,  is  be  copscious  of  ipoods? 

Our  God  of  the  churches,  who  opce  ipade  the  sup, 

The  sweet  stars,  is  be  copscious  of  wbat  be  has  dope  ? 

The  strapge  apd  the  spectral,  they  choke  apd  they  clogj 
Apd  the  clock  of  St.  Mary’s  swipgs  high  ip  the  fog. 

Hawk  the  cheap,  spuipe  apd  palaver,  Cbristiap  apd  Jew, 
Ipvept  furpe  apd  fury  to  driye  the  soul  through  J 
Should  your  stomp  trarpp  be  ipadpess,  your  progress  be  blipd, 
You  cappot  upriyet  the  greayes  of  the  ipipdj 
They  live  still,  those  old  solerpp  ipytbs  of  the  past, 

Of  the  curse  of  the  Furies  swift  wipged  op  the  blast, 
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Papdora  controls  your  gyrations  of  stocks, 

Apd  Cbarop  keeps  watch  at  tb e  gate  of  your  docks, 

Your  leaders  wail  forth  front)  the  Serbopiap  bog, 

Apd  tb<2  clock  of  St.  Mary's  swings  high  W  tbe  fog. 

Beat  of  feet,  beat  of  feet,  still  tbe  thousands  jog  past, 

Clerk,  copyict  apd  labourer,  cad  apd  outcast; 

Beat  of  feet,  beat  of  feet,  apd  tbe  clock  up  op  bigb 
Lights  the  slush  grey  apd  gold  as  the  thousands  speed  by; 
Beat  of  feet,  beat  of  feet,  apd  the  whole  race  grows  blipd, 

A  rpere  scar  of  red  thought  seared  8?  stamped  or)  the  tpipd. 
God,  God  is  ip  all  tbipgs,  for  God  is  ip  rpap, 

Tbep  srpite  you  the  face  of  the  Christ  if  you  cat}; 

The  oyer-soul,  star-clothed,  shall  yet  ride  the  stomp 
It}  power  at}d  it}  speed  at}d  it}  splendour  of  forrp. 

It  fires  the  express  as  it  breaks  through  the  pigbt 
Like  ap  arrow  of  flatpe  ip  its  fury  of  flight, 

It  spips  with  the  latpp  dowp  the  shaft  of  the  tpipe, 

Apd  the  iropclad  bears  it  alopg  through  the  bripe, 

The  whirl  of  its  tbupder  is  borpe  op  the  braip 
Ip  the  fierce  red-lit  updergroupd  storip  of  the  traip, 

Ip  the  silyer-streaked  traip  rails  it  fades  as  they  bepd 
Op  their  lopg  trailipg  curye  by  the  booths  of  Mile  Bpd, 

Ip  the  violet  light  of  the  yapisbipg  traip, 

Ip  tpap's  soul  cryipg  tpist-boupd,  I  atp  that  I  atp. 
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SONG  OF  THE  CITY  OF  THE  FOUNDRESS: 
A  THANKSGIVING. 


FORTH  fron)  a  gloon)  of  fog  and  rail) 

Ai)d  outer  darkless  all  undone, 

Joyous  I  found  rr)e  once  agaii) 

Within  n)y  City  of  tl )e  Sui) : 

A  city  of  old  ages  gone, 

Where  yet  all-glorious  youth  lived  oi). 

Ai)d  passing  by  her  ai)ciei)t  ways, 

Her  streets  at)d  halls  ai)d  belfried  towers, 
She  called  of  n)e  a  hyn)i)  of  praise 
For  her  illun)ii)ed  book  of  hours  5 
"  God's  ii)  n>y  City  of  the  Sui)  " 

I  fluttered,  npoying  with  the  throng; 

"  Ai)d  of  this  glory  I  an)  01 )e, 

Oh  I  belong,  oh  I  belong! " 

Thei)  ii)  n)ii)e  ipward  thai)ksgiyii)g 
For  all  the  beauty  that  was  n)ii)e 
Merely  for  seeii)g,  there  took  wii)g 
A  thought,  that  ii)  the  loye  diyine 
Of  her  who  set  rpy  city  here, 

Son)e  ii)i)er  prescience  lurked  of  rpe, 

Son)e  thought,  sorpe  half-disguised  sense,— 
Dear  lady,  sweet  prernonitress,— 

That  I,  eyen  I  was  harbinger 
Of  a  n)ost  intin)ate  reyerence: 

For  all  was  n)ine,  and  n)ine  the  song; 

Mine  and  n)y  City's—"  I  belong ! " 

Thus  was  I  singing  as  I  went 
Through  Toy  Sun  City's  intiinate  ways, 

F eeling  her  presence  at  rny  side 
In  deathless  stone  identified, 

Responsiye  to  a  thousand  lays 
Of  loye  fron)  long  dead  ages  sent, 
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That  love  which  set  rpy  City  here, 

That  loye  sbe  bolds  so  passing  dear, 

That  love  which  in  her  terraces 
Apd  traceried  towers  rpy  City  sings, 

Tbat  swelled  tbe  hopes  of  foundresses 
Or  graced  tbe  saiptliest  gifts  of  kings,— 

Tbat  loye  ’twas  rpine  again  to  give, 

Deep  garnered  front?  historic  song? 

And  I  will  yield  it  while  I  liye, 

"For  I  belong!  ob  I  belong!" 

And  I  will  yield  her  gratitude, 

City  and  foundress  side  by  side, 

In  royal  stone  identified ! 

In  life,  and  loye,  and  speech?  and  inood 
Of  reyerence,  yield  her  gratitude  $ 

Grateful  I  an?,  but  rpore  for  this, 

Our  lady  foundress  woke  in  n?e,— 

Dear  lady,  sweet  preipopitress  !— 

That  by  rpere  rapturous  liying  bliss, 

O’er  each  receding  century 
My  pious  answer  rpay  be  said, 

F or  what  the  heart  would  needs  express, 

To  her  request,  so  sirppjy  giyen, 

She  asked  prayers  for  the  dead,— 

And  I?— I  realise  her  beayep ! 

Merely  for  prayers?  Nay,  I’ll  giye  rpore, 

Lady,  giye  everything?  give  this,— 

Giye  by  rpere  rapturous  liying  bliss, 

Joy  of  rpere  life  in  thanksgiving* 

For  what  diviner  joy  were  thine 
Than  this  deep  gratitude  of  rpen  ? 

Such  gratitude  of  loye  is  rpine, 

Kissed,  crowned,  and  sanctified  in  song! 

Take,  lady  foundress,  what  I  bring? 

Hear,  lady  foundress,  bear  rpe  sing? 

"  How  I  belong?  I  too  belong ! 99 
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DIE  EINE  BUS  SERIN :  Vergonne  mir?ibn  zu  belebren ! 

Nocb  blendet  ibn  der  neue  Tag. 
MATER  GLORIOSA :  Korpm !  bebe  dicb  zu  bobern  Spbaren ! 

\[ei)r)  er  dicb  abnet  folgt  cr  pact). 

— Goetbe^s  Faust,  Part  II. 


WE  bayc  beard  our  mothers  singing  of  a  sorrow  tbat  was  theirs, 
That  was  sung  witb  tears  82  kisses,  82  was  sanctified  witb  prayers, 
Ii>  tbe  golden  fields  of  cbildbood,  where  tbe  grass  was  green 
and  young? 

And  tb^y  deemed  WG  never  beard  them?  nor  we  knew  not  wbat 
was  sung? 

As  we  plucked  tbe  yellow  buttercups  for  crowns. 


And  they  told  us  in  tbeir  singing  of  a  knowledge  tbat  was  tbeirs, 
Of  a  knowledge  whence  they  knew  not,  82  that  led  then?  unawares 
To  a  bourne  of  din?  perceptions,  where  realities  were  drearps, 
And  discernment  woke  discernment,  as  the  soul  through  magic 
streams 

Found  her  moonlit  way  of  strange  and  infinite  light. 


Ay,  our  mothers  understood,  and  the  kiss  that  brought  us  light? 
Wakened  memory  through  the  silence  of  the  great  unconscious 
night? 

It  came  to  us  as  the  music  that  an  unseen  Ariel  spins? 

Like  the  quick  far-off  pulsations  of  crisp  lutes  and  yiolins, 

And  we  heard  it  in  the  cradle  land  of  thought. 


We  have  heard  file  maidens  singing  as  they  blew  us  kiss  for  kiss? 
And  a  passionate  desire  woke  to  momentary  bliss, 

To  a  bliss  with  wings  of  saffron  that  would  crumple  at  a  touch? 
To  a  loye  whose  consummation  was  the  loving  overmuch? 

And  the  laughing  hours  brought  centuries  of  tears. 
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We  have  beard  apd  we  baye  pitied,  82  baye  passed  op  by  the  way, 
Fr  a  rpap  still  seeks  five  God  wbo  guides  or  kills  bin?  j  but  ye  rpay, 
Ye,  whose  is  a  holier  knowledge,  reap  frorp  out  the  seed  we  sow, 
Life  apd  birth  apd  paip  82  passiop;  yours  ftve  sorrow  is  to  kpow. 
Yours  the  bitter  sopg  of  Margaret  at  her  wheel. 


W  e  baye  heard  the  old  wives  croopipg  of  a  sorrow  they  had  kpo  wp, 
O’er  their  peedles  as  they  kpitted  by  the  fireside  all  alope, 

Such  a  str apge  8?  desolate  sorrow  that  fhey  pursed  82  eyer  pursed, 
Nor  would  eyer  yield  for  askipg,  as  a  cup  to  theip  that  thirst, 

Ip  the  which  ope  dipgipg  drop  alope  rexpaips. 


We  baye  sought  to  take  it  froxp  tberp,  begged  to  share  the  sacrifice, 
Kpelt  ip  prayer  to  kiss  away  the  tears  frorp  fheir  discopsolate  eyes, 
But  they  would  pot,  apd  they  rperely  gaye  us  as  a  passipg  dole, 
Loye  of  that  deep  upderstapdipg  that  illurpipates  the  soul : 
Theirs  the  sorrow,  theirs  the  triurppb,  theirs  the  crowp ! 
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LACHRYMAE. 


LISTEN,  dear,  8?  catch  tbs  rpotive  of  tbs  rpusic  ip  between, 
While  I  cbapt  a  psalrp  of  sorrow  op  sucb  tbipgs  as  arc  upseep, 
Tender  rpusic,  soft,  ipsistept,  straipipg  out  of  lopg  ago, 

Clear  sad  echoes  of  dead  passions  ip  its  plaiptiye  trerpolo : 

Mark  tbs  red  reflective  lapgour  of  the  roses  oyer  rife 
As  they  droop  82  pipipg  bsave  fhe  sigh  of  tbsir  perfurped  life. 
Could  I  rouse,  arrest,  ipspire  fherpwitb  rpy  <lacryrpae  payap 7 
It  were  but  to  tell  the  deathless  sorrow  of  the  soul  of  rpap 
Loye  apd  beauty  still  fulfillipg,  love  82  beauty  upfulfilled, 

Is  bet*  perfurpe  rerpipiscept  of  tbs  ipere  red  rose  distilled? 

Loye  82  beauty,  shall  the  wail  of  yop  old  rpelodies  epbapee 
Nothing  but  the  troddep  echoes  of  Elizabetbap  dapee? 

Loye  82  beauty,  could  belieyipg  rperely  yield  rpe  opce  rpore  these, 
I  would  wake  tbs  Attic  theatre  with  tbs  sopg  of  Sophocles  $ 

I  would  call  tbs  bepedictiop  of  the  God  of  rpartyrs  dowp, 

As  I  toiled  with  Capterbury  pilgrirps  up  to  Becketts  crowp. 

But  the  sbripe  is  sacked  82  brokep,  for  we  pass  frorp  God  to  God, 
Apd  ap  awful  silepce  is  where  opce  the  stropg  Cotburpus  trod, 
Apdfhe  rose  has  yielded  up  her  perfurpe  as  she  glowed  to  death, 
Apd  a  rpuffled  sorrow  baupts  the  straips  of  great  Elizabeth* 

Yet  I  rpipd  the  Bible  burdep,  bow  tbs  texpporal  is  paugbt, 

Apd  the  upseep  is  eterpal,  apd  eterpal  burpap  thought, 

What  the  thought  of  rpap  cap  fasbiop  82  the  soul  of  rpap  descry, 
Liyes  by  its  owp  loye  82  beauty,  loye  apd  beauty  cappot  die. 
Loye  82  beauty,  ever  striyipg,  straipipg,  searebipg?  upassuaged, 
Till  the  dear  dead  past  is  buried,  82  the  world  is  cold  apd  aged, 
Apd  the  last  of  passiop  soupded,  apd  tbs  last  of  rpusic  supg, 

Apd  ip  tbs  diyiper  Godhead  opce  agaip  the  whole  grows  youpg. 
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THRENODY. 


STROPHE.  F allep  is  the  kipg  of  yerse, 
Perished  is  the  gift  of  sopg, 

The  Prophecy  is  turned  to  curse 
That  sped  life's  goldep  drearp  alopg. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Oh,  goldep  drearp! 
"Whose  fapey  filled  us ! 

Oh;  glorious  therpe 

Whose  tepderest  thought  heroic  thrilled  us, 
Numbered  thou  art  arpopg  the  great  gifts  lost ! 


II. 

STROPHE.  Dear  rpy  rerpipiscepce  tossed 
Op  a  sea  of  bitter  thought, 

That  opce  it)  surpptuous  triurpph  crossed 
With  hope's  abupdapee  deeply  fraught. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Oh;  perished  drearp ! 

To  black  pigbt  wedded ! 

Oh;  faded  therpe, 

Each  bright  particular  bead  upshredded, 
Scattered  arpopg  the  things  that  i>eyer  rpay  return ! 

III. 

STROPHE.  Burp  the  record,  apgels,  burp 
What  triuipphapt  ye  proclaiiped, 

Poor  rpap  hath  po  ipore  peed  to  learp 
Whoip  erst  your  gospel  gifts  epflaiped. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Oh,  dreary  drearp! 

Let  be  forgottep ! 

Oh,  weary  theipe, 

Apd  staryelipg  rpap  growp  dull,  besottep 
With  his  deep  draught  of  actual  things— a  slave ! 


IY. 


STROPHE.  God  to  rpap  bis  bopour  gaye, 
Gaye  the  bopour  to  create, 

Apd  Utopiap  fancies  draye 
Beggared  up~tbougbt  frorp  the  gate. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Ob,  happy  drearp! 
Mere  drearp !  depart  tbou ! 

Alas,  poor  tberpe 

No  logger  purturesorpe,  where  art  tbou, 
God-giyep  bopour  of  tbe  burpap  rpipd? 


Y. 

STROPHE.  Cities  supkep,  leaders  blipd, 

Hope  all  strook  witb  bitterpess, 

Tbe  upborp  age  alope  to  fipd 
A  heritage  of  littlepess. 

ANTISTROPHE.  Ob,  goldep  drearp! 

To  rpockipg  laughter  j 
Ob;  glorious  tbeipe, 

To  backpeyed  trurppetipg  turped  apd  what  corpes  after 
Heroless  life,  despair,  apd  upbelief. 


YI. 


STROPHE.  Cypic  sorrow,  callous  grief, 
Ipspiratiop  lost  at  last, 

Ob;  for  the  rpusic,  for  the  brief 
Rapturous  rpusic  of  the  past! 

ANTISTROPHE.  Ob,  for  the  drearp 
Heayep  bath  bereft  us ! 

The  glorious  tberpe, 

The  loye,  of  which  po  liyipg  loye  is  left  us, 
To  ease  the  bitter  paip  of  life— ab  woe ! 
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VII. 


STROPHE.  Ope  by  ope  will  each  bope  go, 
Withering  dowp  the  course  of  tirpe, 

No  pew  seed  be  there  to  sow, 

No  pew  ebapee  for  the  youpg  year's  priipe. 

ANTISTROPHE.  No  fresh  crowped  dreaip 
Erpergipg  royal, 

No  last  least  theipe ! 

Map's  soul  hath  sipped,  upto  itself  disloyal, 
A  sip  the  ayepgipg  years  alope  shall  purge ! 


CHORUS. 

Alas !  sipg  the  dirge  ! 

Sipgthe  dirge! 

Dope  is  the  drearp,  we  epd  where  we  begip, 
Cruipbles  the  vault,  the  glorious  pile  falls  ip, 

Cold  wails  the  wipd,  the  dust  that  opce  woke  thought 
Now  blipds  forgetfully,  the  war  is  fought 
Apd  lost,  alas !  woe's  tpe,  while  oyer  all 
The  tbip  sere  grass  spreads  its  eterpal  pall. 

Alas !  sipg  the  dirge ! 

Sipg  the  dirge! 


2.5 


TWIN  STARS  OF  HAPPINESS. 


HONOUR  be  to  then?  above— 
“To  the  Phoepix  apd  the  Dove, 
Co~supreipes  apd  stars  of  loye ! 99 


Thus  witb  far  prophetic  yoice 
Opce  tbe  poet  bade  rejoice 
Those  who,  like  as  you  apd  ipe, 
Dared  ipto  the  future  see  j 
See  how  sacrifice  was  sept 
Us  for  our  eppoblerpept. 


There’s  po  ipirade  but  such 
As  the  iipiportal  soul  cap  read 
With  the  eye,  the  heart,  the  touch; 
Spokep  word,  perfected  deed. 


There’s  po  ipirade  but  life, 

Led  so  it  the  soul  cap  see, 

Cuttipg  keeply  as  a  kpife 
That  doth  prupe  to  guard  the  tree. 


There’s  po  ipirade  but  loye, 
Here  fulfilled  for  you  apd  ipe. 
Hopour  tbep  to  theip  aboye— 
“To  the  Phoepix  apd  the  Doye, 
Co-supreipes  apd  stars  of  loye ! 99 


Now  I  upderstapd  it  all ! 

All  this  voided  life  is  clear 
As  a  geip  upflawed  apd  rare, 

All  these  blossorps  of  the  bier 
Speak  of  life  fulfilled  elsewhere. 
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Not  a  blossotp  but  awaits 
Ip  tbc  beauty  it  bath  shed, 
Life  which  tbc  eterpal  fates 
Haye  ip  silepce  garnered ; 


Ip  tb e  silepce  that  creates, 

It?  tbat  outer  silence  yoid 
Of  all  butpap  tbougbt  or  deed, 
But  wbicb  we  poor  iportals  touch 
Ip  our  dreaips  tbc  least  alloyed, 

Ip  tbc  bour  of  utipost  peed, 

Ip  tbc  iporpept  ipost  epjoyed, 

Ere  it  be  epjoyed  too  rpucb* 


Tbcp  jubilapce  of  soul  ip  sopg  l 
Io  triurppbale  call ! 

Now  I  upderstapd  it  all, 
Beauty  loved,  doubted  lopg, 
Lopg  peglected,  lopg  desired, 
Lost,  suspected,  but  pow  tired 
Ip  tbcse  flaipipg  robes  of  death? 
Gloriously  epcorppassetb 
Our  pew  life,  our  hope,  our  all. 


Beauty,  tbc  rpark  iipperial, 
Is  tbc  sigp  to  eyery  eye 
Of  ipap's  iipiportality ! 


OLD  BELIEF. 


LEAVE  sorpe  love  for  Old  Belief, 
There's  purpose  ip  the  garpered  sheaf 
Apd  beauty  ip  the  fallep  leaf, 

Old  Belief,  Old  Belief, 

Leaye  sorpe  loye  for  Old  Belief, 
Treasure  sorpe  triflipg  sigb  of  grief 
F or  what  you  prized  ip  Old  Belief ! 


The  tapgled  truths  of  burpap  seiepce, 
The  bistoriap’s  fact,  tbe  poet's  rutfy 
May  light  us  frorp  diyipe  defiapce 
Upto  diyiper  self-reliapce 
Apd  sterper  questiopipgs  of  truth* 
Yet  Old  Belief,  Old  Belief, 

The  wistfulpess  of  Old  Belief ! 


They  filched  away  our  world  for  ever, 

It  yapisbed  as  they  laughed,— or  wise, 

Bade  us  distipguisb*  sift  apd  sever, 

'Twixt  fact  assurped  apd  stropg  endeavour. 
Yea,  though  the  pew  thought  strike  the  skies, 
Is  it  all  bopour  to  the  thief 
Who  filches  frorp  us  Old  Belief? 


Dear  rpytbs  a  tbousapd  tirpes  retold, 
The  pathos  of  a  beayepjy  plap, 

Whose  passiopate  ipspiratiops  fold 
The  hurpap  heart  ip  wefts  of  gold, 

Apd  fashiop  to  all  tirpe  a  rpap ! 

Shall  we  forget?— pay,  spare  sorpe  brief 
Apd  passipg  thought  for  Old  Belief. 
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Child  of  the  fixture,  you  car?  spy 
Perchapce  son?e  other  recorppepse, 
You'ye  peither  gaiped  r?or  lost  as  I, 

Y ou've  r?o  old  wopder~  world  to  die ! 
Perchapce  youVe  gaiped  a  holier  ser?se. 
Thep  treasure  sorpe  triflipg  sigh  of  grief 
For  what  you'ye  lost  ip  Old  Belief ! 


BEETHOVEN  IN  OLYMPUS. 


I  DREAMED  that  ip  a  gardep  opce  I  lay, 

Where  three  strapge  worpep  garlapded  with  yipe, 
Rose,  apd  woodbine,  apd  trellissed  frorp  the  sup, 
Op  pipe  apd  lute  apd  viol  played  to  rpe; 

Apd  as  they  played,  the  rpusic  of  all  tirpe 
Woke  ip  tpy  soul  ;  apd  great  grey  poppies  flupg 
Their  spell  about  rpe,  apd  the  gates  stood  clear 
Of  ivory  cities,  such  as  r pep  pass  through 
Who  seek  the  ipfipite,  their  dorpes  of  glass 
Trapslucept,  purple,  apd  their  gilded  yapes 
Reflectipg  light  frorp  light.  Thep  at  the  call 
Of  ope  deep  chord  the  dreaipipg  whole  awoke; 
Voices,  apd  stripgs,  apd  wipd  ipade  rpelody, 

Apd  soupd  there  was  of  rpyriad  ipstruipepts 

Cuppipgly  fipgered,  rpoyipg  to  sorpe  law 

Ip  ope  triurpphapt  expectatiop,  till 

Upto  the  rpeasure  of  all  forip,  the  old 

Deaf  rpaster  called,  whep  all  opce  ipore  was  rpute. 
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IL  PENTACORDO  DEL 
ANIMA. 


I.  THE  AWAKENING. 


I  LOVED  you  long  and  you  responded 
With  joyous  tenderness  of  trust, 

And  yet  you  deerned  your  loye  but  bonded 
Ip  what  was  helpful,  wise,  and  just. 


The  spring  shower's  kiss  that  scarce  endures 
The  greet)  response  it  just  allures 
Was  not  njore  passionless  that)  yours. 


Then  carpe  a  rporpept,  God !  as  when 
Creation  realises  good, 

A  rpystic  rush  of  rpany  wings, 

The  striking  of  a  thousand  strings 
Upon  the  heart  j  strange  powerful  things 


Sudden  tnade  rpanifest; 

A  holier  npood, 

A  truth  expressed, 

A  riddle  rapturously  guessed, 

And  as  you  pressed 

Your  lips  to  tnine  with  kisses,  then? 

Oh  then  you  understood ! 
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THE  RECOLLECTION. 


Y OU  bold  po  hostage  for  affectiop, 
You  gaye  rpe  all,  are  giyipg  yet  j 
Tbep  let*s  grow  wise  ip  recollectiop, 
Apd  ipay  a  callous  world  forget. 


Coipe  read,  apd  treasure  lipe  for  lipe 
The  Pbaedrus,  witb  its  sepse  diyipe, 
Apd  reading,  lock  your  bapd  ip  ipipe. 


Tbc  recollectiop  of  a  goal 

Opce  gained  by  those  who  forged  the  steel 

Of  burpap  passiop  ipto  thought, 

Their  goal  is  ours,  apd  what  they  taught 
The  echo  of  our  loye  has  caught. 


Apd  corprade,  you  apd  I 
May  set  the  seal 
Of  certaipty 

Op  what  they  bade  us  deify, 

Wbep  borpe  op  high 

By  those  wipged  horses  of  the  soul 

We  ipost  iptepsefy  feel. 
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THE  INNER  UNDERSTANDING. 


WHAT  lyric  of  a  sweet  confession 
Is  this  ’twixt  you  and  rr>e  ordained, 
That  finds  its  holiest  expression 
In  such  a  height  of  loye  attained? 


Y ours !  seated  by  the  winter  fire 
You  whispered  through  the  dear  desire 
Of  worlds  to  which  we/d  both  aspire. 


Yours!  warning  we’d  loye  oyerrnuch, 
If  love  unflinchingly  received 
Dwelt  only  on  Its  own  excess, 

And  left  the  seer  visionless, 

Missing  the  n?ood  it  n?eant  to  bless. 


Corprade,  your  keener  sight 
Attained,  retrieved, 

Pierced  through  the  night 
Unto  a  day  rpore  surely  bright : 
It  was  your  light 
Of  fine  reserye,  beaconed  to  such 
A  height  of  loye  achieved. 


34 


THE  HUMAN  ADMONITION. 


FORGIVE  roy  foolishness  of  praise, 
But  searching  in  the  inperipost 
Arnong  the  heart's  ipost  intirpate  ways 
My  search  grew  clear  for  what  was  lost. 


Now  haye  I  plurprped  the  deeps  of  thought, 
Now  plurprping  found  the  thing  I  sought,— 
Your  spirit,  gloriously  fraught 


With  that  deep  joy  by  which  we  liyej 
Now  eyery  iporpent  wakes  to  raise 
Its  solace  of  sweet  thanksgiyings, 

And  eyery  instant  thought  takes  wings 
Through  aery  light,  and  soaring  sings  j 


Joy,  joy  so  full,  and  yet 
So  fiigitiye. 

Lest  we  forget 

The  aiip  toward  which  our  souls  are  set, 
The  hour  they  njet, 

Receive,  dear  friend,  and  yet  forgive 
My  foolishness  of  praise. 


THE  SPIRITUAL  PROGRESS. 


WE'VE  started  op  a  quest  together 
Whose  glorious  purpose  dare  pot  fail, 

For  po  divider  tie  could  tether 

Twip  spirits  searches  toward  their  grail. 


I'll  pot  forget,  though  years  betweep 
May  hide  the  eterpal,  the  upseep, 

Our  loye  shall  stapd  for  what  has  beep : 


A  light  set  ip  soipe  silyer  scopce, 

With  votive  reyerepce  fipely  dope, 

A  firiper  light  thap  thought  or  sciepce, 
Betokepipg  a  true  affiapce, 
Adipopishipg  our  self-reliapce. 


Galahad  charged  with  sip 
Apd  taupted  dupce 
Y et  staked  to  wip. 

Whep  sorrows  coipe,  whep  cares  begip, 
Whep  doubt  creeps  ip,— 

Coiprade,  reipeipber  still  how  opce 
Our  hapds  apd  lips  were  ope ! 
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TO  AFRICA, 
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TO  AFRICA. 


I  CROSSED  bepeatb  the  southern  stars 
That  wipd  the  circle  of  the  sup, 

Apd  pigbtly  watched  the  web  tbcy  spur) 
About  tb®  setting  fire  of  Mars. 


Tbe  look-out  watcb  was  at  tbe  prow, 
Batbed  ip  a  goldep  light,  bis  face 
Touched  with  the  red  illusive  race 
That  fires  the  tropic  afterglow. 


Flashed  for  a  rporpept  o’er  the  swell 
Of  far-off  seas,  to  yapisb  tbepce,— 
The  glory  cbapged,— to  ope  iptepse 
Blue  silepce,  irpperturbable. 


Dogged  apd  wistful  was  the  gaze 
That  sbope  froip  out  bis  watchful  eyes, 
Blue  to  the  light  of  portberp  skies, 
Careful  of  sigps,  of  rpep,  of  ways, 


Sup-tapped  through  wipd  apd  opep  sea, 
Spirit  of  wayward  rpoods  apd  liyes, 
Seeipg  thy  gospel  still  survives, 

Give  of  thy  strepgtb  to  such  as  ipe ! 

Apd  as  we  passed  ip  silepce  through 
Fair  weather  seas,  the  stars  rose  clear, 

To  us  a  ceptred  tpoyipg  sphere 
Horizoped  ip  a  lipe  of  blue. 
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My  thoughts  did  search  the  myriad  light 
Of  those  wise  stars  inscrutable, 

I  kpow  not  why?  for  hedge  and  dell 
And  English  nooks  of  aconite. 

Beauty  will  guide  the  heart  to  sing— 

There  carne  a  thousand  scarce  defined 
Dear  hoinely  things  left  far  behind, 

Green  glories  of  the  English  spring; 

There  carne  the  thrush,  the  yenturous  bee, 
The  cuckoo  of  the  warn?  caress,— 

Spirit  of  life  and  loyeliness, 

Give  wise  discernment  unto  n?e ! 

The  magnet  draws,  the  pole  cornpels, 
Guided  by  some  diyiner  plan, 

What  is  it  speeds  the  soul  of  man 
Through  all  that  thought  or  hope  foretells? 

Still  driyen  on  from  main  to  main, 

Then  drawn  to  what  it  loves  the  best, 

Or  anchored  for  a  moments  rest, 

And  on  to  unknown  worlds  again. 

Driyen  by  what  force,— can  the  tongue  tell 
That  on^y  speaks  the  words  of  grace  ? 

Poor  words !  quite  cold  and  out  of  place— 
How  shall  it  know  that  all  is  well  ? 

Drawn  by  what  loye,— can  fancy  cull 
What’s  far  within  the  flower’s  dress, 

Son?e  constant  star  of  righteousness 
Inestimably  beautiful. 


Son?e  cor?star?t  soul  of  good  that  seeks 
Ui?hGsitatir?gly  the  light, 

SorriG  glorious  gift  of  second  sight 
That  like  the  silent  godhead  speaks. 

Speaks  siler?ce,— ai?d  there  can?e  to  n?e 
Strange  thought  of  what  we  striye  to  ki?ow, 
Of  this  ar?d  that  ar?d  lopg  ago, 

Ai?d  the  deep  wisdon?  of  the  sea; 

Of  the  great  lot?gii?g  of  the  soul, 

Of  then?  that  loved,  of  then?  that  stroye, 

Of  old  Sir  Frai?cis,  how  he  cloye 
Dogged  ar>d  wistful  to  his  goal; 

Who  con?ir?g  to  the  stom?y  cape 
Did  fir?d  a  lyir?g  record  there, 

Of  how  he  laughed  at  false  despair 
At?d  gaye  lost  hope  a  grander  shape; 

Of  then?  that  war?dered  wide  ai?d  far 
To  fields  of  dian?or?d  ar?d  gold, 

Of  what  they  bartered,  lost  ai?d  sold, 
Staking  their  all  for  Africa. 

The  look-out  watch  is  at  the  prow, 

Ai?d  as  he  gazes  toward  the  deep, 

Seeir?g  the  things  that  *?eyer  sleep, 
Ii?stis?ctiye  solyes  the  eterr?al  Now. 

F or  it  is  there  to  bless  or  save, 

Ii?  what  we  hardly  see  or  feel, 

Son?e  f lyii?g  fish  before  the  keel, 

Son?e  phosphor  light  upor?  the  wave,— 
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Apd  as  be  turps  bis  bead,  there  corpes 
A  look  of  all  life  wellipg  forth; 

Notes  Yepus  blazipg  to  the  North; 
Laughs  to  himself  apd  softly  burps. 


Sure  ip  the  rpagic  of  a  pod, 

The  cheek's  half  turp,  the  biddep  srpile, 
We  halt  apd  quit  the  world  a  while, 

Apd  corpe  that  ipstapt  pearer  God. 

Great  rpotber  of  a  race  to  be, 

Thou  of  the  rollipg  purple,  crowped 
Ip  far-eyed  silepces  profoupd, 

Thy  yeldt  is  like  the  Epglish  sea ! 

Great  rpotber  of  pew  drearp  apd  thought, 
What  if  they  gaye  their  souls  or  toss'd 
Their  best  for  stakes,  or  gaiped  or  lost  ? 
'Twas  pot  for  paugbt,  pot  all  for  paugbt! 

I  too  have  seep  the  sugar-bloorp, 

Red  bergarpot  rise  ripg  op  ripg, 

Or  poised  ip  twisted  russet,  swipg 
The  scarlet  flarpipg  Kaffir-boorpj 

Or  spied  across  peach  blossorp  sapd, 
Spell- woyep,  as  ip  sorpe  curious  rupe, 
The  sipkipg  opalescept  rpoop 
Kiss  the  cold  rporpipg  of  the  Rapdj 

The  pale  quartz  glitter  of  the  Rapd, 

Ay,  apd  the  eucalyptus  greep 
Shaftlike  ip  shredded  state,  a  queep 
For  us  that  kpow  apd  upderstapd ! 


Ay,  or  half  beard  the  ceaseless  roar 
'Mid  fading  twinkling  starlight  larpps, 
The  thunder  of  the  thousand  startups 
Like  breakers  on  a  distant  shore. 


What  were  there  left  for  rperj  to  do, 

If  we  could  read  and  understand, 

And  could,  all  njotiye  grasped,  corr?n?ar)d 
A  key  to  life  and  beauty  too? 


If  squandering  the  gift  of  youth 
In  search  of  an  illusiye  key, 

We  sturnbled  unexpectedly 
Upon  the  greater  gift  of  truth? 


Wait  in  the  silence,  that  were  best : 

The  quarter  strikes,  once  n?ore  I  catch 
An  echo  fron?  the  look-out  watch; 

An  index  of  the  greater  quest, 


As,  answering  the  swinging  hell, 

He  calls  the  night,  and  calls  to  rne, 

F ar  on  across  the  silent  sea, 

His  leisured,  long  drawn-out  “All's  well." 

| 
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THE  FOLLOWING  SIX  SONGS  HAVE  BEEN 
WRITTEN  AND  SHOULD  BE  READ  OR  SUNG 
TO  THE  RHYTHM  OF  THE  MUSIC  IN  EACH 
CASE  GIVEN. 
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SOME-DAY-TIME. 

Air:  *  When  the  King  enjoys  bis  own  again.* 
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As  once  atnong  the  poppies  white  I  lay, 

A  strange  wise  won?an  can?e  by  that  way  5 
Her  robe  it  was  of  tbe  woodland  greet?, 

Her  girdle  was  bossed  witb  silyer  sheet?. 

She  sat  her  a-dowt?  upon  the  ground, 

At?d  front?  her  book  she  cot?t?ed  a  rbyn?e; 
u  Ob;  bearket? ! 99  said  she, u  at?d  1*11  prophesy  to  thee 
What  things  shall  happen  it?  sorne~day~tin?e.** 


u  Whatever  folk  haye  drean?ed  of  good, 

Or  wise  n?et?  darkly  understood, 

Or  poets  ditt?ly  haye  foretold, 

Or  seers  seet?  it?  days  of  old, 

Each  paii?ted  page  of  a  dear  desired  age, 

Like  stored  scei?t  of  layet?der  at?d  rose  at?d  lin?e, 
Shall  opet?  to  the  sut?  at?d  its  pron?ise  shall  be  wot? 
It?  the  things  that  tnay  happen  it?  son?e~day~tin?e. 
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"This  girdle  roupd  rpy  waist,”  quoth  she, 

"Is  a  tokep  of  what  thipgs  ipay  be  j 
For  eyery  lipk  of  silyer  there 
Is  wrought  with  leisure,  loye,  apd  care. 

Care  ip  the  work  that  pobody  shall  shirk; 

Apd  leisure  that  is  rupg  ip  the  belfry  chirpe  j 
Apd  joy  upto  ipep  who  shall  wakep  opce  agaip 
To  the  thipgs  that  ipay  happep  ip  soipe~day~tiipe. 


"Thep  clad  like  ipe  ip  the  woodlapd  greep 
Shall  Bpglapd  opce  ipore  stapd  a  queep $ 

Her  towps  like  carvep  jewels  rise, 

Her  streaips  agaip  reflect  the  skies. 

Royally  dight  for  hopour  apd  delight, 

She  shall  cast  aside  her  ipaptle  of  toil  apd  griipe; 
This  book  upop  her  kpees,  she  shall  greet  the  sevep 
seas 

Withfbe  thipgs  that  ipay  happep  ip  soipe~day~tiipe.” 


Said  I :  "Oh;  ipay  I  be  your  kpigbt? 

Oh;  ipay  I  touch  your  girdle  bright  ? 

Oh;  ipay  I  kiss  your  robe  of  woodlapd  greep  ? 

Oh;  ipay  I  read  those  leayes  betweep  ?  ” 

"Ah;  po ! ”  said  she  "that  rpay  pot  be, 

The  world  rpust  wip  op  a  reasoped  rhyipe 
Apd  >ipid  the  poppies  white  she  vapished  froip  rpy 
sight. 

Such  thipgs  do  happep  ip  soipe-day-tirpe. 
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KINGS  AND  QUEENS. 

Air: 1  Courtiers,  Courtiers/  16Z6. 
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Kipgs  apd  Queeps  haye  beer)  carried  to  rest, 
Or  corpe  to  be  crowded  or)  Tborpey  eye, 
Where  opce  the  ladder  of  apgels  blest 
The  Kii?g  Copfessor’s  offering  high. 
Could  the  Kipg  Confessor  prophesy 
As  he  sat  a  dreaipipg,  dreaipipg,  dreaipipg, 
As  he  sat  a  dreaipipg  or)  Tborpey  eye? 


Caipe  the  Conqueror  stark  apd  stropg 
With  fury  apd  flarpe  throughout  the  lapd, 
Norrpap  stope  apd  Apgeyip  sopg 

Honoured  the  deeds  of  his  red  right  bapd. 
Apd  the  rede  that  he  taught  he  taught  us  well, 
As  those  that  did  fear  hiu?>  fear  b«p?  fear  bitty 
Those  that  did  fear  bin?  op ce  could  tell. 
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Kipgs  apd  Qjieeps  rpay  conge  apd  rpay  go, 
Greatest  are  those  bripg  loye  apd  law 
To  Edward  the  lawgiver  Epglishrpep  owe 
The  justice  that  holds  the  world  ip  awe, 
Apd  to  Elipor  rpappers  apd  rpajesty,— 

To  Elipor  lady,  lady,  lady, 

Lady  of  loye  apd  chivalry. 


Brave  apd  geptle,  splepdid  apd  youpg, 

The  Agipcourt  hero  pext  alopg, 

Harry  the  Fifth  his  peers  arpopg 
Rides  op  ip  triuipph  of  chapt  apd  sopg, 

With  the  Cross  of  St.  George  apd  the  Epglish  rose, 
As  he  that  hath  heard  it,  heard  it,  heard  it, 

Heard  it  of  Shakespeare  surely  kpows. 


Coipes  with  porpp  of  pageapt  apd  play 
She  who  was  borp,  with  joy  to  bless, 

Like  perfurped  light  op  a  rpidsurprper  day, 

Her  islapd  Epglapd,  good  Q,ueep  Bess : 

Apd  her  poets  they  yield  her  their  crowped  bays, 
As  they  follow  her  sipgipg,  sipgipg,  sipgipg, 
Sipgipg  a  pazap  of  Epglish  praise. 


Kipgs  apd  Queeps  rpay  coipe  apd  ipay  go, 

Folk  rpay  grow  fickle  apd  patiops  old, 

Last  who  rode  ip  the  royal  show 
Was  she  whose  farpe  shall  pot  grow  cold : 

For  hopesty,  hopour,  apd  truth  dop't  die, 

As  we  that  have  kpowp  her,  kpowp  her,  kpowp  her, 
We  that  haye  kpowp  will  testif^. 


THE  OLD  COURT  HOUSE  AT  LONG  CRENDON. 

A  Buckipgbarpsbire  Medley,  written  for  C.  D. 
Air:  “Croekan?y  Daisy  Kitty  Alor?e.”  \6\\. 
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Can ?e  Kate  the  Queer?  lor?g  ages  away, 

Up  ir?  t be  Court  House  high  or?  tl?e  Hill, 
Her  kr?igbts,  her  squires,  l?er  ladies  gay, 
Ur?der  the  Cbestput  bougb. 

Tapestried  walls  a  wor?der  to  weaye, 

Rustle  of  silk  ir?  win?ple  ar?d  sleeye, 

Passed  as  a  drearr?  or?  a  n?idsun?n?er  eye— 
Ar?d  we  by  the  ir?gle  r?ow  l 


Ob  I  passed  as  a  drearr?,  or  tbe  quaff  front?  a  glass; 

Up  ir?  tbe  Court  House  high  or?  tbe  Hill, 

Aye,  passed  as  a  Tur?e,  as  all  shall  pass; 

Ur?der  tbe  Cbestr?ut  bougb. 

As  tbe  plun?s  we  set,  or  tbe  lawr?  tbat  we  laid, 

Or  tl?e  perfurr?ed  lirr?es  tbat  yielded  us  shade, 

Or  the  twisted  rose  ar?d  the  arches  it  rr?ade— 

Or  we  by  the  ir?gle  r?ow. 

Haye  ye  thought  of  the  loon?  or  the  lesser?ir?g  spool? 

Up  ir?  tl?e  Court  House  high  op  the  Hill, 

Where  or?ce  they  gathered  tbe  baled  wool, 

Ur?der  the  Cbestput  bough. 
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Clipk  of  scales  apd  ladipg  of  waips, 

Chaffer  of  staplers,  couptipg  of  gaips, 

Pride  apd  porpp  of  velyet  apd  chaips— 

Apd  we  by  the  ipgle  pow. 

Haye  ye  seep  the  flood  aswirl  op  the  Tharpe, 

Up  frorp  the  Court  House  high  op  the  Hill, 

Or  the  witches  leap  ip  the  lightepipg  flarpe, 

Upder  the  Chestput  bough  ? 

Haye  ye  seep  the  rift  where  the  willow  tree  stood? 

Apd  the  thorped  bullock’s  heart  drippipg  with  blood, 
As  the  white  rpap  of  Notley  rides  ip  the  wood— 

Apd  we  by  the  ipgle  pow  7 

You  asked  a  sopg— I  fashioped  you  these 
Up  ip  the  Court  House  high  op  the  Hill. 

Verses  I  learped  of  the  Crepdop  bees, 

Upder  the  Chestput  bough. 

They’re  part  of  the  dreaip  apd  the  drowse  of  it  all, 

The  love  apd  the  light  apd  the  yellow-bill’s  call, 

The  flowers,  apd  the  scepts,  apd  the  gray  church  wall— 
Apd  we  by  the  ipgle  pow ! 

Oh  I  sweet  the  tales  they  eerily  tell, 

Up  ip  the  Court  House  high  op  the  Hill : 

To  rest  apd  sup  after  work  is  well, 

Upder  the  Chestput  bough* 

Good  are  the  gifts  the  suiprper  pights  bripg. 

Or  the  sopgs  with  the  old-world  fSr-away  swipg, 

But  best  is  the  fellowship  gathered  to  sipg 
Here  by  the  ipgle  pow. 

e  \ 
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THE  GOLDEN  STREAM. 


Air:  ‘Row  Well  ye  Mariners.* 

1603. 
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Dowp  the  goldep  strearp,  as  the  iporp 
With  rpisty  eyes  wakes  wild  apd  pew, 

Apd  the  yellow  cowslip  lifts  a  borp 
The  tepder  pigbt  has  stored  with  dew, 

Apd  the  tept  is  struck  apd  the  boat  swipgs  free 
To  the  sopgs  best  loyed  by  you  apd  ipe. 

Cherish  the  old  apd  love  tbs  true, 

Do  as  tby  right  bapd  fipdetb  to  do— 

Do  as  tby  right  bapd  fipdetb  to  do— 

Apd  earth  shall  be  fair  for  ipe  apd  for  you. 


Dowp  the  goldep  streaip  of  tiipe 
Dapce  the  shadows  laugbipg?  leapipg  5 
Upward  hourly  bept  to  cliipb 

His  cloudy  stair  the  sup  is  creepipgj 
As,  with  the  sopgs  we  loye,  the  poop 
Hath  oyertakep  us  all  too  soop. 

Cherish  the  old,  8%c. 
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Dowp  the  golden  strearp  we  pass, 

Tower,  apd  church,  apd  ball,  apd  towp, 

As  a  ipisty  drearp  ip  a  sphere  of  glass 

For  a  rporpept  seep  ere  tbe  light  dips  dowp  $ 
Apd  eyer  the  sopgs  we  loye  to  sipg 
Fly  free  ip  the  wipd  as  birds  op  the  wipg. 

Cherish  the  old  apd  loye  the  true, 

Do  as  thy  right  bapd  fipdeth  to  do— 

Do  as  thy  right  bapd  fipdeth  to  do— 

Apd  earth  shall  be  fair  for  ipe  apd  for  you. 


Dowp  the  goldep  strearp,  as  the  red 
Last  light  is  seep  of  the  supkep  sup, 

Apd  the  carpp  fire  pods  to  a  fair  day  sped, 

Apd  the  silept  stars  wake  ope  by  ope— 

Tbep,  with  the  sopgs  that  we  loye  best, 

Sipg  we  the  weary  world  to  rest. 

Cherish  the  old  apd  loye  the  true, 

Do  as  thy  right  bapd  fipdeth  to  do— 

Do  as  thy  right  bapd  fipdeth  to  do— 

Apd  earth  shall  be  fair  for  ipe  apd  for  you. 


SEVERN  SIDE.  Written  for  L.  H. 

Air:  *A  Farrper^s  Sop  so  Sweet/  Late  t8tb  century. 
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A  giapt  of  old  tiipe 
Lost  all  bis  strength  apd  pride, 
Till,  says  ap  apciept  rbynpe, 

He  touched  bis  ipouptaip  side. 
Tbep  bis  strepgtb  catpe  back  to  bin?, 
New~peryed  ip  eyery  lirpb, 

Apd  be  stood  all  taut  apd  triip 
As  ap  oak  op  Seyerp  side, 

Way  dowp  by  Severp  side. 


I  dreaiped  tbis  dreatp  ope  day 
As  wakipg  lopely  I  lay, 

Apd  Lopdop-towp  all  roupd 

Spread  wide  ber  pigbtipare  grey  5 
Wbep  through  ipy  dreatp  called  be, 
Apd  the  grirp  grey  pall  upwoupd 
F or  the  dreatp  clouds  to  diyide, 

Apd  I  walked  by  Seyerp  side, 

Way  dowp  by  Seyerp  side. 
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Thep  silept  through  ipy  drearp 
Flowed  far  her  silyery  strearp 
My  wild  Welsh  hills  arpopg 
That  gave  rpe  life  apd  sopg. 

There  was  joy  apd  light  apd  power, 
There  was  glory  ip  each  flower, 

There  were  all  tbipgs  fresh  apd  youpg 
Where  I  stood  by  Severp  side, 

Way  dowp  by  Seyerp  side. 


Her  swarrp  of  birds  I've  seep : 

The  wild  white  ipdolept  swap, 
The  rpoor  hep  hid  ip  greep, 

The  herop  grey  apd  wap ; 

I'ye  the  burpished  kipgfisber  spied, 
Through  a  haze  of  goldep  skies 
Ip  swift  blue  ripgs  he  flies, 

By  the  reeds  of  Seyerp  side, 

Way  dowp  by  Severp  side. 


But  here  be  grirp  grey  walls, 

Dark  days  apd  po  surprper  sup, 
A  task  that's  peyer  dope, 

Ap  epd  that's  peyer  wop. 

Still  rpy  old  tirpe  giapt  calls, 

Apd  to  this  call  I'ye  cried : 
u  Let  rpe  be  pot  depied, 

Bripg  rpe  back  to  Seyerp  side. 
Way  dowp  by  Seyerp  side." 


THE  MASTER  CRAFTSMAN’S  SONG. 

To  bis  rpetpory.  Written  for  S.  C. 

Air:  ‘To  All  You  Ladies.’  1664. 


They  caipe  to  ipy  ’preptice  ope  surprper  eye, 

Ip  a  world  will)  the  weight  of  things  opprest, 

Apd  they  said : "  Let  us  labour  apd  rpake  belieye, 
For  loyeless  toil  is  toil  that  is  blest  j 
Here’s  a  block  to  cut,  apd  a  skeip  to  reive, 

A  glass  to  tipt,  apd  a  web  to  weaye.” 

But  be  asked :  “  Shall  I  weaye  if  the  colour  flies  ?  ” 
u  What  jpatter  ?  The  world  is  attuned  to  lies  l  ” 

Chorus.  What  would  you  baye  rpy  ’preptice  do  ? 
Why,  do  as  the  rp aster  craftsipap  did ! 
For  the  roaster  craftsipap  woye  it  true. 


They  brought  birp  a  book  with  a  farpous  paipe, 
Puffed  apd  postered  ip  letters  of  flarpe, 

With  paper  that  rept  apd  type  that  curled— 

Apd  a  circulatiop  all  oyer  the  world. 
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Apd  tljey  said  to  ipy  'preptice : "  Pript  this  lie— 
'Tis  the  work  of  a  ipaster,  it  cappot  die/' 

Apd  be  asked : "  Is  it  worthy  the  ipaster's  paipe  ? " 
"  Ob  pript  it,  pript  it,  all  the  sarpe ! 99 

Cborus.  What  would  you  baye,  82c. 

For  tb<2  ipaster  craftsipap  pripted  it  true. 


They  showed  bin?  a  church  be  bad  pever  seep, 
Ip  ap  Epglisb  yalley  of  flowers  apd  greep, 
With  a  storied  arcade,  apd  a  belfried  spire, 

Apd  caryep  heroes  at  rest  ip  the  choir. 

Apd  they  said  to  ipy  'preptice : u  Here's  to  do, 
Make  it  rpore  like  what  it  ought  to  baye  beep." 
Apd  be  asked :  "Which  age  shall  I  fSsbiop  it  to  ? 
A  lie  is  a  lie,  be  it  old  or  pew ! " 

Chorus.  What  would  you  have,  82c. 

F or  the  ipaster  craftsipap  left  it  true. 


They  carpe  to  ipy  'preptice  apd  brought  bin?  things, 
Thousapds  of  useless  thipgs— Ah  rpe ! 

Apd  they  said  as  they  set  hirp  his  task : "  Each  bripgs 
Hopour  apd  coipfort  apd  ipdustry. 

Loye  but  the  life  we  apportiop  to  thee, 

Apd  speak  the  lie  that  proclaiips  it  true." 

But  he  asked  for  ope  beautiful  tbipg  to  do— 

"Apd  a  crust  of  bread  were  epough,"  said  he. 

Chorus.  What  would  you  baye  ipy  'preptice  do  ? 
Why,  do  as  the  ipaster  craftsipap  did ! 

He  spake  apd  he  liyed  apd  he  laboured  true ! 


“WHAT  ELSE  OF  WISDOM?  WHAT  OF  MAN'S 
ENDEAVOUR?” 


NOT  ip  the  light  of  the  leaf 
As  it  catches  the  sup  $ 

Not  ip  the  lopg,  restless,  gossatper  wave 

Over  blue  seas  spur}  j 

Not  it)  the  first  flush  of  strength* 

Nor  the  glory  of  youth; 

Nor  the  outspokep,  dear-ripgipg,  goldep, 
Bell-yoiced  truth; 

Shall  beauty  suryive. 

Not  it)  the  full-throated  chitpe 
Of  sorpe  great  Marseillaise, 

Nor  the  lopg  Latip  reyerepce  of  rhytpe 

Ip  hyn)ps  of  old  praise  j 

Not  ip  all  these,  por  the  surp 

Of  all  these,  por  the  soupd 

Of  the  rpusic  apd  joy  that  declares  therp, 

The  speech;  por  the  forrp, 

Shall  beauty  be  foupd. 

Circle  the  earth  with  a  word, 

Set  the  lightpipgs  to  play, 

Sipgle  the  stars  frorp  their  pets  of  gerps 
Ip  the  Milky  Way, 

Call  frorp  the  cloud  to  the  cloud, 

Make  eyerlastipg  the  sopg, 

Catch  ip  a  verse  the  appearapee 
Of  right  apd  wropg,— 

Still  beauty's  pot  there. 
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Not  ip  the  star-fretted  dusk. 

Half  yoice,  half  drearp, 

Wb ep  ip  tbe  yesper-borpe  pageapt  of  tbougbt 
Strapge  tbipgs  balf  seen?  $ 

Not  ip  tbe  cold  blue  pigbt, 

Wbcp  spow’s  op  tbe  groupdj 
Not  ip  tl?e  filipy-eyed  iporp, 

Half  light?  balf  soupd, 

Shall  beauty  be  foupd. 


But  ip  the  soul  of  all  these, 

Ip  the  spirit  that  broods, 

Like  her  of  the  Dtirer  drean?,  ip  the  ipperrpost, 
Map,  rpap's  ipoods, 

Map  ip  the  fear  of  tl?e  Lord, 

Ip  the  light  of  the  n?ipd, 

Ip  the  knowledge  of  God  ip  betweep, 

Ip  loye  pot  blipd, 

Shall  beauty  be  seep. 


ENVOI. 

Wisdon?  bath  builded  her  bouse 
Op  the  rock  deep  riyep, 

Clustered  apd  doiped  to  the  light  of  the  sup, 

Her  great  piers  sevep 

Carvep  apd  crowped  with  gold, 

Wreatbep  with  roses  uptborped, 

A  delight  for  tep  tbousapd  of  eyes, 

Her  table  adorped, 

Prepared  for  the  wise. 


Tbou  too  sbalt  see  with  tbine  eyes 
Triurppbs  of  youths 
In  long  processions  arise 
To  songs  of  old  truths, 

Dancing  and  tabretted  njaidens  ascend, 
Red-filletted  kinc, 

Altars  with  incense  and  fruits, 

The  flowers,  the  bread  and  the  wine,— 
If  tbou  be  wise. 
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